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Renewable 


eraser. Balance tip— 


brings restful 
writing. 


mE LEC& 


Ball clip — 
Chenthed te Lead {\? 
enchea to ead maga- 
inner barrel. 4 zine oom an 
~~ accessible. 


<= @ 


Propel spiral, 
cut from brass 
tube. Smooth 
acting. 


Barrel of un- 
breakable 
Radite. 


7 Non-corrosive 
push-rod. Ex- 
pels lead—no 

jamming. 


Solderless 


: “we friction block, 
NXE holds mecha- |_. 


nism securely. 5 ~ 






NO Non-corrosive 
lead carriage. 


/ VA hme 
Balance—and lon, willing 
service—designed in 


How should a pencil be built to serve as naturally as your nght 


Balance Golf 
and Handbag 
pencil — new. 


UA hand? For one thin, it needs Balance, so that bulk and top- 
AN heaviness will not intrude. And it wants a mechanism so sure, 
Ly) XS So sweet, as to perform like new for uncounted years. Study 
) NVR these pictures. You'll see and sense inbuilt Balance and effi- 
pe \y of ciency in such beautiful machinery. Then cradle this instru- 
; “S \y ment in your hand, and write with it, and you'll know what 
Yuh Balance has done for writing. No wonder Sheaffer outsells all 
~ 4 h others in the whole world! 

\ rs At better stores everywhere 


All fountain pens are guaranteed against defects, but Sheaffer's Lifetime® is Zuaranteed uncon- 
ditionally for your life, and other Sheaffer products are forever guaranteed against defect in ma- 
terials and workmanship. Matched, Balanced 3-piece Lifetime® sets, including new golf and hand- 
bag pencil, black and pearl, men's, $18; ladies’, $16.50. Other sets lower. Green and black Life- 
time” Pens, $8.75; Ladies’, $7.75 and $8.25, black and pearl De Luxe, $10.00; Ladies’, $9.00 and — 
9.50. Pencils, $5.00. Others priced variously. = 
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‘SHEAFFER'S Beat 
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W.A.SHEAFFER PEN COMPANY, FORT MADISON, IOWA,U.S.A. 
New York + «© «* «* ChicaBo + * + © San Francisco 
W. A. Sheaffer Pen Co. of Canada, Ltd., 169-173 Fleet Street—Toronto, Ont. 
Wellington, N. Z. - Sydney, Australia - London, En. 
©Reg. U. 3. Pat. Off. © W. A. 8. P. Co., 1980 
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Life 


Now Open 


Manhattan’s Largest and Tallest Hotel 





under the sun? 


YES in hotels 


The largest hotel in Manhattan 
and the tallest in the world... 
in the center of the brilliant 
whirl of the world’s greatest 
city...the scene of vivid, ex- 
citing metropolitan life...43 
stories of modern luxury and 
comfort...with rooms that are 
models of beauty and conve- 
nience...with four restaurants 
that give the most jaded ap- 
petite a new thrill! But more 
than all this—the New Yorker 
offers something decidedly new 
in hotels...an individualized 
service which makes you a 
privileged guest...provides 
you a friendly, informal hospi- 
tality that’s refreshingly old- 
fashioned in spirit, strikingly 
modern in manner! 


THE 
NEW YORKER 


34TH STREET AT EIGHTH AVENUE - NEW YORK CITY #2? re i. 


Bitz . . 
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CEE so ETE | 


Radio in Every Reom 
(Stromberg Carlson... Magnetic Speaker) 


-»-and each of the New Yorker's 
2500 rooms has both tub and shower 
bath, Servidor, circulating ice water, 
full length mirrors, French tele- 
phones...floor secretaries... direct 
tunnel connection to the Pennsyl- 
vania station... located in the heart 
of the midtown business district, 
near the theatres, shops and 
business...room rates $3.50 a day 
and upward...suites $11.00 and up 
«--some suites have sky terraces. 









Bernie Cummins and his New Yorkers 
keep time to lively appetites at dinner 
and supper in the beautiful Terrace 
Restaurant...and you enjoy the same 
fine food and superior service in the 
Manhattan Room, Fountain Room and 





Coffee Shop. 
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“Here’s news for your Tattle Tales; we now have a title in 
the family.” 


“Ah, secret marriage... good old European name... one of 
the blood and what not.’’ 


“Thanks, no. Good old American name—Studebaker—and 
the title is champion of the world. Lend an eye.”’ 


RISTOCRATS of motordom, these new Studebaker 
Eights, in the truest sense of the term. Patrician style 

... cofrectly smart . . . even in repose their symmetry is elo- 
quently expressive of the scintillating performance which has 
won forthemthe coveted title of world champion motorcars. 
If you are firmly convinced that now all motor cars are 
about alike and there are no new thrills in motoring—take 
your prejudices for a ride in one of these rulers of the road. 
Then you'll know why those who drive for pleasure drive 
Studebaker Eights. And you'll understand how these cham- 
pion cars have made Studebaker reigning favorite among all 
eight-cylinder motor cars. 
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Studebaker builds three champion Eights. | 
The Dictator, $1195 to $1395; The Com- \ atl 
mander, $1495 to $1845; and The President, Denil _ 
$1765 to $2495. All prices at the factory. , 


























Office at Cleveland, Ohio. Ent’ 
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Emancipated Woman. 








The Parker's Prayer 


Now I slow me down to park, 
Decrease the gas, retard the spark 
And pray I'll find at least a trace 
Of what looks like a parking space 
And having found it, may I park 
Until an hour after dark 
Without a summons from the cop 
For having dared so long to stop, 
Without a grafting “watcher” who 
Insists he kept my car in view, 
Without a bruise, a scratch, a scar 
Inflicted by some passing car, 
Without, in short, those grievous woe: 
The urban parker sadly knows. 
Ah, there’s a space behind that fliv! 
A final turn my wheel I'll give, 
Then switch my motor off to sleep 
And pray the Lord my car will kee; 
—Arthur L. Lippmann. 








By the time the average amateur 
wrapper finishes fixing up a package of 
two neckties and one pair of socks, the 
post-office clerk is justified in saying: 
“What’s inside, rocking chair or mow- 
ing machine?” 


It’s hard to understand why people . t 
who have enough time to play chess 
want to spend it playing chess. 


They laughed at me when I sat down h 
at the piano. And you can imagine 
my embarrassment when I found that 
I was sitting in front of a modernistic ) 
writing desk. : 
Captain or INpustry: J always think lunch makes a bit of a break We don’t see why a piccolo player 
in the middle of the day’s work. doesn’t just sit and whistle. 
. tl 
Anagrins 0 
Take each word given below, re- 
wrange the letters in it and with the R 
one given letter make up the new word 
which is defined. 
(1) Scramble males with a d and Ai = wry th 
get an old fashioned female. , Fig ® % EN uy 


“ (2) Scramble grain with an m and 
get a dangerous way to buy it. 7 at Th 
_ (3) Scramble singe with an s and \ig@ aca —-_ S Lig fey 
get a rock. ; ; ; ? 
. (4) Scramble malice with an r and —— d 
get what it will be if you pay your ie. ™ | ky ' me ba 
debts. L ; 
(5) Scramble tending with an i and ae ; 
get what you'll be when you've paid aes fa» , AMAA on 
them. 
(6) Scramble doing with an 7 and = 
get blue. os ed 
Answers on page 28 itto. fer 




















Suspicious Person: I just won at strip poker! 


Scott Shots 


t’s great to have a sense of humor, 
so you can get a laugh out of your 
friends’ misfortunes. 


New York tragedy—the prohibition 
agent who got so absent-minded that 


he raided his boss. 


You always see more game when 
you haven’t got a gun and more pe- 
destrians when you haven't got a car. 


Modern Marriage—A talking short. 


We wish that the girls would realize 
that it’s no use crying over spilt milk 
or Rudy Vallée. 


Height of smallness—A singer midget 
with an inferiority complex. 


Che world is so full of a number of 
things that most of us can barely keep 
up the payments. 

Chere is nothing new under the sun 
except pre-war liquor. 


Hellywood curse—May all your hus- 
bands be acrobats. 


One thing that always seems to be 
on the up-and-up is the city paving. 


It’s nice to drink milk from content- 
ed cows, but nicer to drink juice from 
fermented grapes. —W. W. Scott. 


Great American Institutions 


Nashnal Banks 
Clateral Loans 
Draft Tellers 


Infamation Clerks 


The absent-minded professor has a 
son now who stopped in to get a mani- 
cure and went home with a manicurist. 





TOM and JERRY 


The College Mixers 


That we may someday graduate, 

Strategically we iay our bait. 

We carry books around the halls, 

And hearken not to Co-ed calls, 

Coincidently our folks beam, 

As we do problems by the ream. 

In fact our math comes very fast, 

As long as our friend’s answers last! 

We'll surely not rate Phi Bete keys, 

But we're a cinch to pass with “E’s.” 
—Eggleston. 


He: ‘That Miss Simpson certainly 
has an unaffected manner. 

Sue: Yes, she’s been affecting it for 
several weeks now. 


Returnep Native Son: And what 
became of the stained glass window on 
MacDuffy’s store? 

INHABITANT: They washed it. 

Publicity agents are charitable fellas. 
When a star is rumored involved in 
scandal, they always give her the bene- 
fit of the dirt. 


Well, there’s certainly onegthing to 
be said for flagpole sitters: they never 
lie down on the job. 
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“Didja get his number?” 





Impressions of Radio Hours. 
The Longine musical note. 
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SuerirF: Unlock that door or we'll bust it in with an ax—where do you keep your ax? 

























Little Rambles With Henry Ford has given us the biggest A woman can get all the experience 


. ; problem we have today, and that is she needs right in her own home if 
Serious Thinkers “Where am I going to park it?” she is energetic and positive. 
—Will Rogers. —Henry Ford. 
Prohibition has done more than any- 
thing in the history of this republic; it I’m no persuader. But sometimes I I see no difference between the horse 
cleaned up politics, giving us a chance think I have the ability to pester. race and the stock market. 
to vote for decent men.—Rev. Dr. Clar- —Heywood Broun. —Mayor Walker. 


ence True Wilson (general secretary of 
the board of Temperance, Prohibition 
and Public Morals, of the M. E. 
Church). 





Now, of course, every woman yearns 
to be deeply and truly loved and to feel 
that some man is mad about her, but 
synthetic love is better than no love at 
all, and every woman would rather 
have been philandered with than to 
have been passed over entirely. 

—Dorothy Dix. 





Do you know that there are a mil- 
lion aching hearts, a million lonely 
girls and a millfon Cinderellas dream- 
ing of me? —John Gilbert. 











So I am guessing that a great deal of 
what we see about the joys of the , 
country boy comes under the general —"* 
head of bunk and sentimentality. nh 
—Clarence Budington Kelland. 
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Business With Beeky 


HE dining room of the big 

Fifth Avenue house where the 

Smiths had kenneled for three 
generations exuded an air of solid 
peace; the deceptive peace of affluent 
ease. If, on this January night, one 
could have peeped in at them one 
would have said, “Ah,” and “tch-tch.” 
One would have gone away feeling 
better for the sight of such harmony be- 
cause, for instance, one would not have 
been able to hear Nancy Smith say, “I 
will not marry him, mother, he’s a 
pip-squeak.” 

Or Mrs. Smith answer, “You'll marry 
Beekman Harris or you'll be sent 
abroad to a convent.” 

Or Bobby Smith chirp up as the 
butler entered the room, “Saved by the 
bell.” 

For the Smiths were traditionally 
careful never to discuss family affairs 
before their butler. This was just as 
well, for Willingdrift, who had buttled 
for them for years, got a much clearer 
vision of things when they told him 
about them privately. 


Life 


Willingdrift 


by Eric Hatch 


_ 


_ 


The peaceful silence reigned until 
Willingdrift had skipped out with the 
roast. Nancy broke it. 

She said, “Can’t you understand, 
mother, I don’t love him?” 

“Love him?” said Mrs. Smith. “Of 
course you love him. His family are 
in direct line from William the Con- 
queror!” 

Mr. Smith straightened in his chair 
and began making noises in his throat 
like a tugboat moving a coal barge out 
of a narrow slip. Bobby leaned over 
to Nancy. He said, “It ought to be 
good when it comes.” 

Smith finally got his throat clear. 
He glared around the table—more for 
the purpose of focussing than with any 
malice for, dissension being unpleasant 
to him, he had taken even more wine 
than usual. 


“Nancy,” he said. “Your mother’s 
right.” 

“Rot,” said Nancy. “What do you 
mean?” 

“Shizbin,” said Smith. He coughed. 
Then he seemed to forget whatever it 
was he had started out to say. 


“Shizbin, Pa? 
about?” 

“Shizbin,” said Smith again and 
glared. This time with an heroic effort 
he got it out, “Shizbin right so many 
years I can’t imagine her being wrong 
—presently.” 

Spent, he sank back into the depths 
of his chair. The head of the house 
had spoken. 

“Come on, Pa, why should I marry 
Beeky Harris if I don’t want to?” 

Smith straightened again. 

“Why should I marry him? Why? 
Because he’s the son of a—son of dear- 
est friend your mother an’ I ever had. 
Very dear frien’. Tears come to these 
old eyes when I think of him. He an’ 
your mother an’ I children together. 
Went college together. Shared every- 
thing.” He paused as though over- 
come by the memory of his love for 
Harris. Then collecting himself, he 
added, “Room-mates, by Gad!” 

Smith would have liked to go on into 
some detail about the beauties of such 
relationships, but Nancy cut him short. 
She said, “The three of you?” 

(Continued on Page 26) 


What are you talking 



































Is that so! 





“Daw-gone! It mus’ be lovel” 


Diary Of A Gag Man 


December 15th—Over the Ping Pong 
Table today Elsie chortled accusing 
... “Funny Man... I'll bet you’d 
do anything for a laugh!” She was 
right . . . I broke two racquets over 
her head and then strangled.her with 
the net. 


December 17th—Went hunting with 
an alleged friend today and the ole 
twelve gauge was accidentally dis- 
charged when he laughingly admon- 
ished my dog for pointing. A few 
moments later the same thing hap- 
pened when a country wag asked 
me if I were going to a wedding. 


December r9th—Drinking in a whis- 
per-low with an amateur racing man 
who asked me if “I had seen any 
good books lately.” An obliging 
waiter handed him a Mickey Finn. 


December 22nd—A stockbroker asked 
me today, “Did you hear about my 
operation?” In lieu of flowers I shall 
send a block of Radio stock to the 
hospital. 


December 26th—An old acquaintance 
stood on a chair and laughingly re- 
marked, “Well, well, I haven’t seen 
you since you were this high!” He 


suffered a bad fall. 


December 27th—Ran into some friends 
who have moved to a new apartment 
overlooking the East River. “You 


must drop in sometime!” they urged. 
The janitor took my fiver and prom- 
ised that they should have no heat 
till summer. 


December 29th—Asked good old 
Charlie if he had an electric refrig- 
erator as yet and he said, “My gawd 
man, I married one!” The news- 
papers played up the story of the re- 
cent “Frigidaire Widow.” 

—Ed Graham. 


It Sims To Me 


I rode to the office on a street car one 
cold morning last week and all the way 
in I was wondering where I was going 
to park it. 


I've got a blue serge suit and the 
trousers have become so shiny that 
tearing them would probably mean 
seven years bad luck. 


There are so many good books which 
I don’t have time to read that I almost 
wish I would sprain my ankle. 


There’s no place like home, once in 
a while. 


I would much rather have a dog 
than a Pekinese. 


If cigarettes make you so nervous 
that your hand shakes, learn to play a 
mandolin. 


The way to prevent a guest from 
spending an hour in the bath tub while 
you are waiting to shave is to put 
tacks in the bath salts. 


I was just wondering what would 
happen next in a movie the other night 
when a woman who had seen it before 
came in and sat down right back of 
me. —Tom Sims. 


Some Future McNamcs: Listen, ladies aud gentlemen—the next voice 
you hear will be that of Gabriel's bugle! 
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WASHINGTON—Officer Wyckoff 
stopred Clifton Carter, a negro youth, 
for driving without license tags. Car- 
ter made a dash for the nearby Potomac 
Canal and jumped in, though the 
water had a thin coat of ice. Wyckoff 
hesitated between pneumonia and duty, 
and adopted guile, “How would you 
like a big cup of hot coffee?” he yelled. 
“Comin’, boss,” chattered the negro. 
He got the coffee and three days. 


HARTFORD, Conn.—Elsie Hill, a 
leader in the National Woman’s Party, 
says of the new styles, “Women enjoy 
draperies, but the place for them is as 
curtains or as hangings, and not as 
gowns. I think a boycott by individual 
women against buying long skirts 
would be more effective than any- 
thing else.” The question is to be 
taken up by the National Woman's 
party at its convention in Washington. 


NEW YORK CITY—Rev. Dr. A. 
Herbert Gray, visiting London cleric, 
in an address to Columbia students told 
them they had been “humbugged on a 
colossal scale” by the moderns. “From 
literature, the drama and the movies 
you of the newer generation get a 
quite illogical picture under the guise 
of truth,” he said. “What your critical 
writers have found out about marriage 
is that bad tempered and unreasonable 
people do not make a go of it. There 
is nothing new in that; it was true in 
Noah’s time. It does not take them to 
tell us that.” 


NORMALVILLE, Pa. — Evangelist 
G. W. James discontinued his revival 
services here in disgust. “I have spoken 
against barbecue sandwiches, cigarets, 
high heels, bobbed hair, short skirts, 
dancing and the movies,” he com- 
plained, “and still people would not 
attend my services.” It seems this 
town is well-named. 


DORCHESTER, Mass.—The pastor 
who announced that in his sermon on 
the next Sunday night he would give 
the name of the meanest man in Dor- 
chester, received a flood of anonymous 
threatening letters and telephone calls, 
one from a maxi who said that the min- 
ister would be shot if he kept his word, 
but packed his church; and his hearers 
were disappointed when he said: “He 
is the man who does not realize how 
good God is—you all know such a 
man in your neighborhood.” 


FRESNO, Calif —University of Cali- 
fornia freshmen debaters arrived here 
to debate with the Fresno State Col- 
lege team on a question involving the 
moral standards of modern youth and 
soon decided there was nothing to 
argue about. Through a misunder- 
standing, both teams had prepared the 
same side of the question. In order 
not to disappoint the audience the 
speeches were delivered and the af- 
firmative won. 





WAKEFIELD, Mass.—Mrs. Annie 
Locke is seeking separate support from 
Henry Locke, telling the court that 
during an argument, her husband stuck 
a piece of flypaper over her face, saying 
that he was tired of hearing her talk. 


NEW YORK—Edna Townsend. 
beggar, who had a flat and a maid, has 
been ordered to leave town by Magis- 
trate Dryer. Theodore Burk and Alton 
Tolsen, boys whom she brought from 
Baltimore to wheel her about the 
streets, testified she collected from $10 
to $25 a day. 


and Elsewhere 


*Shentlemens 
pipples haf = 
decided dey iss 
better off mit 
ra YOu in chail, F, 74 
$$0, dere you 64 
stayss yet.” 





ICHTERSHAUSEN, Germany — 
Fifty judges and prosecuting attorneys 
in the Thuringian Department of Jus- 
tice have spent a night in solitary con- 
finement in the cells of che state prison. 
The object was to give them personal 
experience in looking out from the in- 
side. 


PARIS—Woman invaded another of 
man’s domains when Miss Helen Esh- 
elman, of Lancaster, Pa., won the 
world’s beer-drinking contest con- 
ducted in an American bar here. 

The stunt is to drink the contents of 
a two-quart beer glass in record time. 

Her time was eighty and two-fifths 
seconds. 


WAINFLEET, Eng-—“Let a man 
do as he likes and keep his stomach 
full. Never argue with a man because 
he is always wrong. Never let a man 
look for a pair of studs or clean socks, 
because it will put him in a bad tem- 
per the rest of the day.” This is the 
receipt for marital happiness given by 
Mrs. W. Walker on her seventy-second 
wedding anniversary. 





Doggerel 


Bloodhound 


Before the days of Philo Vance 
The busy bloodhound had a chance 
To track the murderers and crooks 
To leafy lairs and mountain nooks. 
You always would find Aim in all 


WW yy hi (Be Pursuits of thug < crimin. 
LY 977 ys, By Ms Ga , rsuits of thug and criminal. 
Np sat fe LV ay + hy > # But since we use astrology 
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The bloodhound isn’t worth a scent! 

His pension bones he gnaws and bays 

Of vanished fame and other days! 
—Arthur L. Lippmann. 


Apple cider will age ten years in 
half an hour if you open the keg and 
sit it near the radio where it can hear 
Rudy Vallee. 


Compulsory education is a splendid 
idea, but some provision should bx 
made whereby a few boys and girls 
can drop out of school at the fourth 
or fifth grades to grow up and beconx 
popular song writers. 


Russian writers always start their 
stories as if they had just cut a finger 


sharpening a pencil. 


Pity the poor Scotch lassie who 

bought an electric exerciser to reduce 

“Well, look at the bunch o’ clothes that woman took off! She her stems, and then long skirts cam« 
certainly is modest.” back. 


Since the Crash 


Many an eight-cylinder car 
We gaze at with awe as we roam 
Is snobbishly standing, attention-de- 
manding, 
In front of a three-mortgage home! 


—A. L. L. 





One thing you can say for ice cream 
sodas is two or three of them don’t 
convince you that your wife will be- 
lieve you are working late 


The cops get straight salaries . . 
and speakeasy commissions 


A home moving picture camera is 
an enjoyable Christmas present even 
though the first few reels you take 
do always consist of short shots of , 
members of your family signalling for Mixucent: What do we do now? 
you to turn it off. “Think up a good he and ski joke.” 
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LIFE’S LITTLE EDUCATIONAL CHARTS. 


Medicine, Highly Developed in the Day of Pnolioch, 


Still a Growing Science! 


Some Notes of Interest to All Lovers of the 


Stethoscope 


Noteworthy among new medical sensations is Dr. 
Echo Muff’s Whooping Cough Theory, which claims 
that the germ originates with the adder and is passed 
on to your neighborhood ostrich. Then comes the 
obvious stages: Cherries, gnat, the bust in your attic, 
naval attache, pop-corn popper and your own dear 


| innocent babe. Dr. Muff's idea is to destroy this 


deadly sequence by tin-plating the bust so the gnat 
cannot sting it. 


o— 


In New York, where chaps are forever falling off high build- 
ings, it has become necessary to have Fall Doctors who specialize | 
according to stories. The doctor above, for example, being an | 
expert in mere forty-two story falls, is not qualified to take the 
case of the poor fellow who has plunged down forty-three. 


The dullest feature of a doctor's practice is having to listen day 
in and day out to a lot of stupid children saying, “A-h-h-h-h!” The 
Committee for the Abolition of A-h-h-h-h is therefore offering a 
prize of $5,000.00 to the child who can invent the most euphonious 
substitute. The committee is shown above, giving an audition to 


a number of contestants. 


























ce eter 


“T see by the papers that weryt, 








Lie 











4 


es ll 











that werything is all right.” 






18 


St Ranh Baht fu ae 


a 
aphiys a PA \ ta i A) 



































im 
K 
a 
| 
New Year's Resolutions President Hoover _ Clara Bow 
I will do something about prohibition. I will take in washing. A 
URNING over a new leaf” each ff 
year has been the thing to do Grover Whalen Walter Winchell 
ever since Eve started the custom. I will retire and open a haberdashery. I will stop anticipating blessed events ™ 
but during the last de- , j 
il cade dl the advent dy Vallée Alexander Woollcott 
of prohibition, or for I will stop singing through my nose. I will give up whimsey. Ger 
— nag por Congressman Doe ——_ | 
wes “ . ‘geal I will never touch an- / Ch 
re s 
: lene amas te other drop. 
n 
47 ‘ the board ... David Belasco 





\c> > people nowa- 
days seem to be 
afraid to swear 
off anything Prince of Wales 

for fear they I will start the fashion 


I will turn my collar 
around. 





will be accused for soft shirts with din- 
of having suppressed de- ner jackets. \ 
sires, inhibitions, or Freu- ; ' e 
VN / dian complexes... in an Calvin Coolidge 
(N/ \\\ ! attempt to revive a good I will write no more | 
SN Ui ar pong» —— I “0 articles. d 
wz roing to defy the psycho- ; 
. S elite and come Ba ‘with Mrs. Astorbilt L . 
; P I will endorse no is ox 
a good rousing resolution, ies \/ © .. eee 
namely, viz: I am going to mind my ae poaeees. hamenaaiacamens -_ 
own business and never knock another Gyerg Garbo Sele Paster 
soul! . . . and just to make it easier I will get a haircut. I will stop writing lyrics about 
for other timid souls I am going to animals. ; 


make a few suggestions which they 


may follow .. . think what a hap- F. P. Adams 
pier, brighter world this would be if I will write something original. 
they carried these out! \ 


The Algonquintette 
We will talk about somebody besides 


ourselves. 


Mayor Walker 
I will never be late again! 





Mussolini 
I will give up playing Napoleon. 


G. B. Shaw 
I will stop talking about myself. 


Richard Halliburton 


I will get in the swim some way. 





Senator Brookhart 
I will mind my own business. 
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Al Jolson 
= I will stand up 
7 A) when I sing. 
Hw 
¢ John D. Rockefeller 
Piet I will give everybody 
a good dime. 


Eddie Cantor 


I will sell anything I can. 


4 
Ag 
A 1] ~ Graham McNamee 
of I will take a memory course. 


Senator Heflin 


~ | will become a Republican. 


Gene Tunney 
| will give up society. 


Charlie Chaplin 


| will never make a “talkie.” 


\ew York Notes 


Che New York Times doesn’t run 
iny comic strips but it did print news 
torials about the George Me- 
\fenus trial in the Rothstein case . . . 
Vew York policemen have to be big 
strong husky men: because at any mo- 
t they may be called in to help a 
tender lift a keg... Grover Whalen 
had‘p policeman arrested for driving 
an automobile while intoxicated, so 
now the cops have to go home on the 
ibway ... a speakeasy in the Fifties 
has a glass bar with live fish inside 












swimming around and looking up at 
the others ordering drinks . . . the 
other night some friends of mine were 
laughing at an orchestra leader on the 
radio for giving such a poor imitation 
of Rudy Vallée and it turned out to 
be Rudy himself . . . they could bright- 
en the subway by putting sleigh bells 
on the straps. 


Sailor Beware 


Two spiflicated sail- 
ors were making 
their way up 
Ninety-sixth 
street the other 
day .. . they ar- 
rived at the cor 
ner of Broadway 
and stood look- 
ing at the sub 
way entrance 
when a crowd of 
Japanese sailors, 
returning to 
their ship in the 
Hudson river 


popped out... 
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“Migosh!” says one of the navy boys, 
“those subways go everywhere, don’ 
they!” 





Prize Story 


A well-known advertising writer re 
cently tried a new stunt . . . He decided 
to do all his work at home and fitted 
a room up as an office, but the scheme 
failed. The temptation to go out and 
monkey with the carburetor on the car 
or see what was on the radio proved 
too strong for him . . . then he got a 
bright idea and bought a hatrack for 
his office . . . in the morning he would 
get up from the breakfast table, put on 
his hat and coat, find his cane, look out 
the window to see if he needed his 
galoshes, kiss his wife good-bye and 
step into his office . . . inside the office 
he would remove his hat and coat and 
cane and hang them on the hatrack 
and go to work ... at noon he would 
put them on again, step back into the 
living room where the maid, acting as 
hat check girl, would give him a check 
... then he would have lunch with his 
wife ... but even then the idea didn’t 
work ... he couldn’t get used to hav- 
ing lunch with his wife! 
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‘Theatre. bY TRRalIph Barton 


INCE it is apparently in direct 
violation of the rules of the 


Managers’ Protective Association 
to give a play any serious critical 
thought during the time it is being con- 
sidered for purchase and production, 
or, later, while it is being rehearsed, it 
might be a very practical idea for pro- 
ducers to clear a space in the Store- 
house in which to give their openings. 
The necessary gold chairs and ‘some 
palms could be rented from any first- 
class mortician and ice cream could be 
served between acts for a fraction of 
the price of the rental of a theatre. 
Then, at the end of the evening, when 
the realization dawns upon the pro- 
ducers that they have bought a play 
which didn’t have a chance in the first 
place, they would have only to push the 
scenery back on the shelves, pay off 
the actors, pawn their diamond rings, 
and begin reading manuscripts again. 

But perhaps they don’t read them. 
Manuscripts may be propped up along 
the wall of the office and chosen with a 
bow and arrow, or by the eenie- 
meenie-mynie-ino method of selection. 
Or they may be taken in bushel baskets 
to the top of the Paramount Building 
and flung off into Broadway; the actor 
or actress catching one before it touches 
the ground having the right to be 
starred in it. Perhaps the producers 
pick failures deliberately. They may 
no longer get a kick out of long runs 
and must find their thrill in the bustle 
and glitter of first nights. We all know 
the lure of being knocked unconscious 
by a cocktail at seven-thirty as opposed 
to remaining gently mulled on good 
wine for the whole evening. 

I confess to being more than a little 
vague as to the mechanics of play- 
producing. I only know that, from my 
point of view (i. e., from H ror and 
103), it is an infernal nuisance to see 
plays open and close, night after night, 
before one can get from one theatre 
to another. It involves more outdoor 
exercise than I am used to taking. Here 
is Billie Burke, for instance, come to 
take the bread out of the mouths of 
needy actresses in a factory-made com- 
edy called “Family Affairs” which any- 
one who had ever been twice in a thea- 
tre could have seen wasn’t much good. 
Why couldn’t Arthur Hopkins and 
Lawrence Weber, who produced it and 
who know all there is to be known 
about the theatre, see that it wasn’t? 


Such old hands at the game surely do 
not fall into the error of drugging 
doubt with the argument that “you 
never can tell what will go and what 
won't.” They must know that you can 
always tell. And, if they were count- 
ing on Miss Burke’s following follow- 
ing her in whatever she played, why 
didn’t they wait until her following 
discovered that she was playing, instead 
of taking the piece off in five days? 

It was one of those plays in which 
the star comes out and runs the whole 

















The new game in Broadway: trying to say 
‘Jack Robinson" between the openings 
and closings of plays. 


family with a lofty, patronizing irony, 
and in which, while the star is off 
stage refreshing her make-up, there are 
always a few characters standing about 
saying that she is the most wonderful 
woman that ever lived. The situation 
that was shaken out of the box at the 
start was good enough, and even if it 
was pretty clumsily worked up after- 
ward, there are customers no end who 
are easily and whole-heartedly seduced 
by the peaches-and-cream Miss Burke, 
and who would go a long way on a 
stormy night to see her make patterns 
with her fingers and watch her lean 
backward to the breaking point and 
eddy around corners, as only she can 
do it. One can only suppose that Miss 
Burke, after going to all the trouble 
of rehearsing and opening, decided that 
she would rather go to Palm Beach, 
after all. 


WENT to see A. A. Milne’s 
“Michael and Mary” in a senti- 


mental mood and it almost killed me. 
I warn you to see it on a night when 
you feel tough and coarse and want 
softening. But it might be a good idea 
to see it in any case, for the sake of 
seeing something well done. 

Michael and Mary, the lambs, meet 
in the British Museum in 1905 in the 
first scene of the first act, and, before 
the second scene, in Michael’s room in 
Islington, is over, they’ve decided to 
marry, in spite of the fact that Mary 
already has a husband knocking about 
the world somewhere in parts un- 
known. It was when Mary opened up 
her big blue eyes and stepped into big- 
amy, in Milne language, for Michael’s 
sake that I made an exhibition of my- 
self by gulping audibly. I forthwith be- 
came Michael, and remained Michael 
throughout the entire evening. There 
were quite a few things that Michael 
did that I wouldn’t have done, but | 
ate up the big-blue-eyes moments. 


In the second act, for example, when, 
in 1919, I had become a successful and 
famous novelist, and when Mary’s 
blackmailing husband turned up and 
died of heart failure in my flat through 
no real fault of my own, I wouldn't 
have cooked up a fantastic yarn to tell 
the police and I wouldn’t have risked, 
for the only time during the play, bor- 
ing the audience by rehearsing the yarn 
before their eyes. I would simply have 
explained the matter quietly and truth- 
fully to Inspector Enderby and instruct- 
ed Mary to tell one little white lie: 
that she had married me when she had 
every reason to believe her husband 
dead. Then I would have taken Mary 
around to the Registry Office and mar- 
ried her again, just for luck. These 
matters are so easy to arrange from a 
comfortable seat in the orchestra. 

But, of course, had I done all that, I 
would have ruined the play and | 
wouldn’t have had those big blue eyes 
shining in my face at all. And I would 
have missed a whole third act (1929) 
of splendid loyalty and baby-talk, in 
which Mary was called “Bubbles” and 
I “Binx” and everybody melted and 
ran all over each other. I'd better ad- 
mit that Henry Hull was better at it 
than I would have been. He does, in 
fact, as nice a piece of work as I’ve 
ever seen him do, and Edith Barrett 
handles the big blue eyes with infinite 
charm. 
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MISS BILLIE BURKE 
Who gave us a brief look at herself in “Family Affairs.” 
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“The Trespasser™ 


HE rumor that Gloria Swanson 

is soon to retire to the Holly- 

wood Home for Lisping Lin- 
guists is definitely squelched. In “The 
Trespasser” Miss Swanson speaks feel- 
ingly, sings pleasantly and retains all 
of her screen charm while meeting the 
exacting requirements of the micro- 
phone. Nor is this film an easy test— 
in fact, if it were not for Miss Swan- 
son’s general ability it might be an 
awful pain in the neck. 

The story, which 
is one of sacrifice, 
gets away smoothly 
and moves with zip 
and ginger through 
the first few reels. In 
practically no time at 
all Miss Swanson has 
her baby in secret 
and enlists your sym- 
pathy. Comes the 
natural climax of the 
tale, and it is still a 
good movie . . . but 
you no more than re- 
lax than you realize 
that they are begin- 
ning to build another 
big moment for your 
entertainment, and 
from then on the cli- 
maxes come so regu- 
larly that they pass 
practically unnoticed. 
All of this requires a 
lot of acting, and 
toward the close we 
find the cast strug- 
gling to drag the 
story uphill when 
they should have 
been in bed long ago after a hard day’s 
work. 

And about this sacrifice stuff: The 
things Gloria goes through for her 
chee-ild hardly seem necessary. It is, 
of course, a waste of time for a man 
to discuss this subject because some 
woman will step up immediately and 
remind him that the only way to appre- 
ciate babies is to have one. It would 
be great if some man should come 
through because then the matter would 
be settled for once and all (and this is 
said with no mercenary thought in 
mind, as we have no desire whatsoever 
to win the ten thousand dollar prize). 


basket 


And another thing. When Gloria’s 
child is born in Chicago, her rich and 
prominent husband is kept in absolute 
ignorance of the news. This might 
happen in Chicago, but it hardly seems 
possible to a person who lives in New 
York where the forecast of “blessed 
events” is carried in Walter Winchell’s 
column months in advance. If Walter 
ever missed one as interesting as Glo 
ria’s it would drive him stork crazy. 

Mr. Edmund Golding, who wrote 
and directed the picture, also wrote the 
theme song, a tuneful ballad entitled, 





“Au revoir, Mr. an’ Mrs. Peebles—t'anks fer tha bon voyage and 
an’ we'll send ya a card from Palm Beach. 


“Love.” Miss Swanson renders this 
number effectively in spite of the fact 
that in one scene her accompaniment 
is a player piano. 

The star is ably supported by Robert 
Ames, Henry B. Walthall and Wil- 
liam Holden. 


“The Marriage Playground” 


HIS screen adaptation of Edith 
Wharton’s story, “The Children,” 
is not one of the better talkies. The 
dialogue is commonplace, the plot is 
involved without being interesting, and 


the comedy is supplied by a group of 
wise-cracking children—a type of com- 
edy that this department does not find 
appealing. 

Mary Brian, who is usually a pic 
torial asset to any movie, appears at a 
disadvantage before the camera because 
of her strenuous attempts to speak with 
incision, refinement and expression. In 
an effort to enunciate distinctly Miss 
Brian succumbs to the common fault of 
former silent performers, which is to 
screw the mouth up into all sorts 
of odd shapes, the result being a 
leaping about of the 
features that is a first 
cousin to making 
faces. No doubt 
Miss Brian’s talkie 
technique will be 
greatly improved 
with a little experi- 





ence. 

Fredric March, 
who supplies the 
other half of the love 
interest, has a com- 
mendable screen 
voice and usually dis- 
plays good screen 
presence, but for 
some strange reason 
he appears rankly 
amateurish in this 
one. There also 
seems to be a lack of 
understanding be- 
tween Fred and 
Mary about what’s 
what, because in 
their love scenes they 
allow the comedy 
sentiment to 
overlap to such an 
extent that it is dif- 
ficult to know whether they are trying 
to be funny or passionate. 

The few enjoyable laughs are sup- 
plied by Mitzi Green, a precocious 
youngster who has a remarkable sens« 
of humorous values. It is impossible 
not to like Mitzi, even when she is 
made to speak lines that characterize 
her as a rude, impudent little brat. 

Director Lothar Mendes has done so 
much better things that we believe he 
either did not enter into the spirit of 
this one or was hurried on the job. No 
doubt he is glad to get the difficult 
assignment out of his system. If he 
hadn’t it might have turned into a boil. 
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DecemBer 13—As foul a day as any 
we have had this season, and such a 
fog on the river that the boats kept up 
a great and continuous tooting until 
after midday, and I was glad to be safe 
indoors, and also minded of Mistress 
Hastings’ story about the nervous pas- 
senger who asked the captain if he 
knew where the rocks were, where- 
upon he quoth, “No, but I know where 
they ain't!” A long and dreary session 
at the telephone, being given so many 
wrong connections that I felt like the 
man who finally said to the operator, 
“Will you kindly tell me what number 
[ must ask for in order to get Plaza 
9742?” To luncheon with Marge 
3oothby, and we did decide that one 
of the meanest men in the world would 
be that one who secretly would not ar- 
range his cards properly for a goulash 
deal and thereby spoil the pleasure of 
the other three players. And Marge did 
tell me of a woman who leaned back- 
wards in refinements to the extent of 
calling a hand without a face card in it 
“a complete burst.” Home _ betimes, 
finding a great procession marching be- 
low our windows, the bands very 
stirring, in especial when they did play 
“The Stars and Stripes Forever,” a tune 
I had liefer have wrote than take 
Quebec on the morrow. To the chaise- 
longue to read “The Psychology of 


Happiness,” but I did find no great. 


news in it for the furtherance of my 
own felicity, and am convinced that 
whoever said “Be good, sweet maid, 
and let who can be clever” saved a lot 
of time. Moreover, I did nearly blush 
trom self-consciousness to read that 
John Randolph was “a near moron 
whose limitations were largely con- 
cealed from uncritical observers by 
other flamboyant traits.” 

DeceMBER 14—The post this morning 
very heavy, and not one communica- 
tion that made the slightest impression 


on me, and 
why _ trades- 
people waste 
money on stamps 
and stationery 
when nine persons 
out of ten disre- 
gard circular ad- 
vertising is beyond 
my comprehen- 
sion, albeit I do 
daily pray that I 
myself am never so 
careless as to toss 
aside unopened a 
letter from a firm 
of London barris- 
ters informing me that I am the heiress 
to a great estate of which I have hith- 
erto been in ignorance, but I daresay 
there is little danger of that, for almost 
all these letters do seem palpably to 
come from hand laundries. Lydia 
Loomis and Kate Higbie come to 
luncheon, and I did not like it that 
they made merry over my being chosen 
frequently as a godmother, for Lord! 
I am as steady a citizen as either of 
them, and even were I not, I should 
have calmed down a bit by the time 
my godchildren are at an age when I 
can be of any service to them, and it is 
well known that there is no better 
counsel than that which comes from a 
reformed rake. And Kate told me 
about a woman who is such a zany 
that she did actually refuse to have an 
infant delivered in a hospital for that 


-§, 
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“Ah, countess! 
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when the child grew up to be famous, 
it would be impossible to mark with a 
bronze tablet the house in which it 
was born. We did also speak some- 
what of servants, as is usual when two 
or three of my sex are gathered to- 
gether, and we did all agree that it is 
never wise to complain to them about 
anything when you are in their own 
territory, forasmuch as a cook is at a 
decided disadvantage in the library or 
drawing-room. Dinner alone from a 
tray, Sam being out of town, and later 
in pondering this and that, I did make 
several good resolutions, and one of 
them is to be sublimely casual and not 
one particle primitive in all my future 
discourse, saying nothing which will 
keep me awake at night after I reach 
home or make it difficult to encounter 
any special auditor again, for as matters 
stand now, I do feel like avoiding Mary 
Lister for having told her that her 
bridge game would probably never im 
prove, but God knows that she asked 
outright for my opinion, and I did 
think that a simple declarative sentence 
was my easiest way out. 


—Baird Leonard 


In the old days, individuals who 
made other people work for them were 
known as slave-holders. Now they're 
called columnists. 


A girl coming down the street in a 
long dress and unbuckled galoshes 
looks like somebody shaking a rug. 


SS 
= ) ‘A\| SS 
a Gy Ss 


n 
' 


And where is the dear count?” 
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Now—the trouble with me is—I’ve got too much sense of humor! 


Hostess: 
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Lire’s TICKET SERVICE 


How Lire readers can get good 

orchestra seats at box-office prices 

to all shows on this page indicated 
by stars. 


See page 28 








(Listed in the order of their openings) 


Comedy and Drama 


KSrrEET Scene. Ambassador. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—Flat to let; six rooms, steam heat 
and death. 


wJourney’s Env. Henry Miller’s. $4.40—In a 
British officers’ dugout, fifty yards behind 
the front line. 


*Bizv In Hanp. Masque. $3.85—Pleasant com- 
edy in an English inn, by John Drinkwater. 


kir’s A Wise Cup. Belasco. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—Excellent fun in the suburbs. 


*GamBiinc. Fulton. $3.85—Sat. Hol. $4.40— 
Murder, with George M. Cohan at his best. 


Houseparty. Waldorf—Murder in a_ frat 


house. 


*&kSrrictLy DisHoONoRABLE. Avon. $3.85—Sat. 
Hol. $4.40—Buy seats now for whenever 
you can get them. Worth waiting months 
to see this comedy of amour. 


*Susway Express. Liberty. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Arrive on time. The fellow is 
bumped off during the first few minutes. 


&CanvteE-Licut. Empire. $4.40—Reginald 
Owen is worth the price of admission. 


*&Tue Crmminat Cope. National. $3.85—-The 
explanation of the recent goings-on at Sing 
Sing, Auburn, etc. 


kJenny. Booth. $3.85—Sat. Hol. $4.40—Jane 
Cowl explores Canada with Guy Standing. 


*%June Moon. Broadhurst. $3.85—Sat. Hol. 
$4.40—10,000 laughs at the song writers, 
by Ring Lardner and George Kaufman. 


*®Lapies Or Tue Jury. Evlanger’s. $3.00—Sat. 
Hol. $3.85—Mrs. Fiske making it all very 
funny. 

*BerKeLey Square. Lyceum. $4.40—Gilbert 
Miller stages another hit. Eerie romance of 
XXth and XVIIIth century London. 


* Broken Disues. Ritz. $3.00—Sat. Hol. $3.85— 
Donald Meck, meek and mild as ever. 


*Your Uncre Duper. Cort. $3.00—Sat. Hol. 
$3.85—Regulation farce built around a Ro- 
tarian. 


Ir Never Rains. Republic—Regulation farce 
built around California real estate. 


Tue Game or Love anp Deatnu. Biltmore— 
All about the Girondistes and Montagnards. 


MENDEL, Inc. Sam H. Harris—Alexander 
Carr doing his stuff. 


*®Satt Water. John Golden. $3.85—The only 
Frank Craven as a ferry captain. 


How’s Your HeartH? Vanderbilt—Booth 
Tarkington and Harry Leon Wilson proving 
that two heads are worse than one. 

Younc Sinners. Morosco—The dirty version 
of “Strictly Dishonorable.” 

*®Micwart Anp Mary. Charles Hopkins. $4.40 
—Sentimental Milne doings well acted by 
Henry Hull and Edith Barrett. 


Eye and Ear 


*&Tue Lirrte SHow. Music Box. $4.40—Sat. 
Hol. $5.50—Clifton Webb, Fred Allen and 
Libby Holman. The show with “Moanin’ 
Low.” 

Eart Carroii’s SketcH Book. Forty-fourth 
Street—Carroll’s best yet. 

W®Sweer Apevine. Hammerstein. $6.60—The 
hit of the gay nineties. Irene Franklin, 
Helen Morgan and Charles Butterworth. 

*&TuHeE Street Sincer. Shubert. $5.50—Quceenie 
Smith, Andrew Tombes and a good dancing 
chorus. 

Georce Wuite’s Scanpats. Apollo—Frances 
Williams, Willie Howard and Master White. 
The tenth edition. 

*%A Wonpverrut Nicut. Majestic. 
wonderful revolving stage. 
WBitteR Sweet. Ziegfeld. $6.60—Charming 

Evelyn Laye framed in odd Noel Coward. 

*Heans Ur! Alvin. $5.50—Jack Whiting and 
Victor Moore. The kitchen scene is very 
funny. 

*®Sons O’ Guns. Imperial. $6.60—Jack Dona- 
hue at his best—which is some best. Also 
Lily Damita in all her hair. 

&Firry Mitvion Frencumen. Lyric. 
Either you like it or you hate it. 


$5.50—A 


$6.60— 


FLorisT: 


Movies 


Tue Trespasser. (Tacxre) United Artists— 
Reviewed in this issue. 

THe Marriace PLaycrounp. (Tatkre) Para- 
mount—Reviewed in this issue. 

TAMING OF THE SHREW. (TaLkie) United 
Artists—Mary and Doug offer a slapstick 
version that will amuse the average movie 
fan and make Shakespeare turn over in his 
grave. 

SHow oF SHows. (Tackie) Warner Brothers 
—Something like the Hollywood Revue 
only more crowded and not as good. 

Tue Kiss. (Sitent) Metro-Goldwyn—Probably 
Greta Garbo’s last silent film, and a good 
one. 

Sonc or Love. (Tarkre) Columbia—Belle 
Baker and Ralph Graves in a boring rehash 
of backstage life. 

MariANNE. (TALKIE) Metro-Goldwyn—Mar 
ion Davies’ best effort. 

Sweetie. (Tarkie) Paramount—Jack Oakie’s 
rendition of “Alma Mammy” is worth the 
price of admission. Also Nancy Carroll and 
Helen Kane. 

Broapway SCANDALS. 
Scandalous. 

Tue Unuoty Nicur. (Tatxre) Metro-Gold- 
wyn—Roland Young, Dorothy Sebastian 
and Ernest Torrence in a good Boo! picture. 

Tue Love Parape. (TaLkie) Paramount— 
Chevalier greets sex with a smile and a 
song—and the ladies love it. Jeanette Mac- 
Donald is an added attraction. 

ConpEMNED. (TaLkieE)—Ronald Colman es- 
capes from Devil’s Island. Fair. 

Huntinc Ticers In Inpia. Talking Picture 
Epics—The first of a series of scientific 
pictures accompanied by talkie lectures. Very 
interesting. 


(Tarkize) Columbia— 


(Continued on Page 28) 


Sorry, Commissioner,—no more gardenias! 









































nnouncin 
The latest and greatest 


A 
= J 
Kermath ever built - ¢ 
Kermath presents this latest and greatest develop- 
ment —a giant 200 H. P. marine engine, which for 
size, quality and achievement represents the very * 
acme of engine achievements. In these master f 


models are incorporated features never before 
introduced in this type of engine 


Write at once for complete information. 

4 to 200 H. P. $295 to $2300 
KERMATH MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
5870 Commonwealth Ave., Detroit, Mich. 
90 King St. W., Toronto, Ontario. 

“A KERMATH ALWAYS RUNS” 


KERMATH 
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Tue Coiiece Man. 


If he were educated in proportion to the salary 
his professors received. 








Willingdrift 
(Continued from Page 9) 


“Oh, yes indeed,” said Smith, who had not caught the 
stabbing gleam in his wife’s eye. “Your mother an’ Schuyler 
Jones an’ I.” 

“Schuyler Jones!” 

Smith ignored the interruption. He said, “I can imagine 
nozzing.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said Bobby. “Nobody nozzes any- 
more, Pa.” 

Old Smith held his course. 

“I can imagine nozzing sweeter than for my daughter 
an’ his son to be locked-hup!” Looking about he sensed 
his error. “Wedlockered,” he added meekly. 

“Robert!” Smith smiled at his wife. He said, “Here I am.” 

“Robert, we’re talking about Colonel Harris’ son!” 

Smith was not easily frightened. “Oh yes,” he said. 
“That fella. You know I never liked—” This time he 
caught Mrs. Smith’s look. He stopped in mid-sentence; 
seemed to be groping for something to say, then smiled. 
“He was room-mate, too.” 

“Charming relationship,” said Nancy. 

“Was all right,” said Smith. “It was a big college.” 

The door bell rang. A moment later Willingdrift 
bowed to Nancy. 

“Mr. Harris is here, Miss Nancy. Are you at home?” 

“She is,” said Mrs. Smith. “Put him in the study.” 

“An’ put a bowl of water out for him,” said Smith. 
“With Fy-Bo,” he added obscurely. 

Then Mrs. Smith played her ace. She said, “I may as 
well tell you, Nancy, that since I found out you had been 
seen all over town with a young man whom I told you I 
wouldn’t have in this house, I felt it my duty to act.” 

She paused and half raised an arm. She wanted to look 
like Ancestry holding back Errant Youth, but she suc- 
ceeded only in looking rather like the statue of Liberty. 

“IT have sent the announcement of your engagement to 
Beekman Harris to all the newspapers. It will appear in 
the morning.” 

With a cry like a trapped animal, Nancy stared at her 
mother. She wouldn’t have believed her capable of it. She 
looked at the rest of the family—Bobby, sullen, mad, staring 
away; her father flushed, angry, reaching out his hand to 
her. Then, biting her lip, she rushed from the room. 

In the hall she collided with Willingdrift, started to 
hurry past, then turned and buried her head on his 
waistcoat. Her tears spotting it gave him a little the 
appearance of a zebra whose mother had been acquainted 
with a leopard. 

“Aw Willing, did you hear what they’ve done to me?” 

“There, there, Nancy. I know.” 

Willingdrift looked down at the marcelled head on his 
front. He didn’t see the marcelled head, or the too-bare 
back, shaking with sobs. Oddly enough he saw two sandy 
pigtails. They were hurrying toward him, streaming behind 
a panicky little girl with a bloody face. He saw a fat 
pony lying still on the grass beside a broken hurdle; saw 
himself wiping the face clean with his handkerchief, 
smoothing the pigtails, saying, “Sportsmen smile, Nancy, 
no matter what they lose,” and the little girl smiling 
crookedly at him out of streaming eyes. 

He patted the golden waved hair. He said, “The pony 
got well, Nancy. He was only tired.” 

Nancy straightened, looked up at him and smiled. Then 
something she saw in his eyes made her own grow misty 
again. She said, “I remember, Willing—thanks,”’ and 
went on to meet her fiance. 

Nancy played the game that evening. She played it and 
smiled, hoping, praying something would come up to save 
her. She even played it to the extent of suffering Harris 
to kiss her good night after Willingdrift had solicitously 
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What have you got to laugh at? 


“Plenty—that sap is President of my Accident Insurance Company.” 


helped him on with his coat. She 
went on playing it when she joined 
her mother in the drawing room 
where she was waiting for Smith to 
roll home from his club. Somewhere 
she even found courage to forgive her 
mother. She was just going to tell her 
this when Willingdrift came in. 

“There’s a policeman, madam, says 
he wants to see you at once.” 

“A policeman?” 

“Yes,” said Willingdrift. “He’s got 
Beeky—I mean Mr. Harris with him. 
Shall I bring them up?” 

“Why yes, of course.” 

Mrs. Smith suddenly had the feeling 
that the room was spinning about. It 
wouldn’t have bothered Mr. Smith. 
He knew all about that sort of thing; 
would have shut one eye and focussed 
the other on a light, but it frightened 
her. A moment later the copper en- 
tered with Harris. 

“Mrs. Smith, an outwage has been 
perpetwated on me!” 

Che cop squeezed his wrist. He said, 

| noticed this man actin’ kind of sus- 
picious in front of the house so I 
trisked him. I found these in his pock- 
et, ma’am.” 

He gave her a handful of jewelry. 
Mrs. Smith gasped. She said, “How 
lid they get there? They were in the 

all safe in the study.” 

“There are ways,” said the officer in 
that mysterious hinting-at-dire-things 
manner common to officers. 

Beeky gave tongue again. 

“But I can’t imagine how they could 
have got into my pocket!” 

He looked at the copper as much as 
to say, “I could easily imagine their 
getting into your pocket,” but Mrs. 
Smith didn’t want any of it. She was 
trembling, as a huge building trembles 


in an earthquake before it collapses. 
Her wrath was enormous. Then she re- 
membered about the newspapers. Per- 
haps it was too late to stop them! 

“Policeman,” she said, “I will see 
that Mr. Smith rewards you hand- 
somely for this, but I insist that when 
you get Beekman outside the house you 
set him free.” 

“As you like, Ma’am,” said the 
officer. 

“But mind you,” said Nancy, “not 
till you get outside.” 

For a moment after the officer left 
Mrs. Smith stormed and wept. Then 
the thought of those papers got her 
again. She called Willingdrift, told 
him to phone the papers, do anything 
to cancel the announcements and above 
all to hurry. 

When he left her Willingdrift did 
hurry. He didn’t stop hurrying until 
he reached his own room. Leaving 
Officer Mulroy alone with a bottle of 
brandy was bad business. 

“Willing,” said the cop when he 
entered, “who was the lad I pinched?” 

“Beekman Harris,” said Willing- 
drift. 

“That squirt!” said Mulroy. “Wil- 
ling, if ye’d told me that when ye 
gave me the ten this evening I'd have 
planted the jewels on him meself for 
the fun of arrestin’ him!” 

Willingdrift sighed and looked at 
his watch. It was eleven—the early 
editions would be just going to press. 
He sighed again and congratulated 
himself on having been wise enough to 
cancel those announcements right after 
dinner. 





There will be another episode next 
week. It concerns Bobby. 




























































BEECH-NUT PACKING CO, 
Canajoharie, N. Y. 
Makers of 


BEECH-NUT 
LEMON, LIME AND ORANGE DROPS 








Lire’s 
Ticket Service 


*We render this service without profit sole- 
ly in the interest of our readers. 

*If you are going to be in New York 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money but an extra trip to the box-office. 

Good seats are available for attractions 
indicated in the Confidential Guide by STARS 
and at PRICES noted. 

All orders for tickets must reach Lire 
Office at least seven days before date of per- 
formance. Check for exact amount must be 
attached to each Purchase Order. 

Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
mail. This must be presented at the box-office 


on the evening of the performance. 
. * 7 


IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT OF 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 
SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF- 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN- 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THE 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 

>. * a 

In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to name two alternative choices of shows with 
each selection, in case Lire’s quota of seats 
for that performance is exhausted. Remit- 
tance will have to cover the cost of the highest 
priced seats requested. Any excess amount 


will be refunded. 


* * * 

Lire will be glad to make appropriate se- 
lections for purchasers if they will indicate 
with order the type of show preferred and re- 
mit amount to cover top prices. Any excess 


amount will be refunded. 
* * * 


NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 


. * 7 
NO MONEY REFUNDED ON ORDERS 
WITHOUT SEVEN DAYS’ NOTICE. 





Lire’s TICKET SERVICE 
598 Madison Ave., New York City 


Purchase Order 


Dear LiFE 
I want tickets for the following shows: 


(Name of Show) 


(No. Seats) (Date) 


"” (Address) 
.Enclosed 
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Supper Clubs 


*Dressy 

C Cover Charge FS Fridays and Saturdays 

H Headwaiter 

SMIG The price of Sandwiches, Mineral Wa- 
ter, Ice, Gingerale (for two) 

Barney's, 85 W. 3rd. A swell place to meet 
your friends. Bob and Muriel Johnson, 
Hale Buyers and his orchestra, Don Al- 
berto’s Argentine Tango orchestra. C.$3. 
S.$4.00. H.Arnold. SMIG.$4. 

Casanova, 134 W. 52. Popular place. C.$4. 
H.Louis. SMIG.$s5. 

Cuez Fiorence, 58th St., near 8th Ave. 
Formerly Guinan’s. You can stay up all 
night. C.$4.00. SMIG.$4.00. 

Crus Praza, Plaza Hotel. Nice. Frances Mann 
and Frederick Carpenter dancing at tea and 
supper. Dick Gasparre’s orchestra. * C.$2. 
H.Adolph. 

County Fair, 54 E. oth. Economic fun. C.$r1. 
FS.$1.50. H.Charlie. SMIG.$1.8s5. 

Connte’s InN, 7th Ave. at 131st. Harlem fun, 
late at night. C.$2. FS.$2.50. SMIG.$2.75. 

Corton Crus, Lenox Ave. at 142. Ditto 
Harlem fun. Ditto same prices. 

DaFFyDiLL, 46 W. 8th. Open 24 hours a day. 
Attractive place, good crowd. C.$2. S.$3. 
SMIG.$2.50. 

Dome, 52 W. 8th. Greenwich Village night 
club life. Von Grona and Bouvier, Blanche 
Fleming. C.$1. S.$1.50. H.Frank. SMIG. 
$4.00. 

GouverNnor CLINTON GRILL, 37st and 7th Ave. 
Paul Specht’s orchestra. C.$1. FS.$1.50. 
SMIG.$2.50. 

Les AmBassapEurs, 50th and Broadway. Clay- 
ton, Jackson and Durante, enough said. 
C.$3.00. $.$4.00. H.Louis. SMIG.$4.00. 
$.$4.50. 

Lipo, 7th Ave. at 52nd. Very ritzy. Moss and 
Fontana. * C.$6. H.Maraschino. 

MontMarTE, 50th & B’way. Very nice and 
always has been. * C.$3. 

RooseveLt Grit, Roosevelt Hotel. Nice place. 
C.$2. 

Russtana, 216 W., 44. Russian cabaret. Pretty 
good. C.$3.00. 


from Page 25) 


Records 


Wuy Do You Suppose 
Diverting melody, amusing lyrics. From 
“Heads Up.” 

THROUGH Ria 
“Human interest” stuff, rather sloppy. But 
Leo Reisman’s band makes up for all that. 

(Victor) 

More THan You Know 
Very soothing and sentimental. 

A Prace To Catt Home ae 
A place to call ho-ho-ho-home. Ruth Et- 
ting deserves a better number. (Columbia) 


Love Arn’t Notun’ But Tue Bives 
Good blues, better words. 
Lucky Me, Lovas_e You ...... : 

Slow fox-trot. Average. (Columbia) 
I’m FoLtLtowinc You 

Merry and bright, vocal quartet. 
I’m Sattinc On A SuNnBEAM .........Also. 
(Columbia) 


Sheet Music 


“A Chinese Doll” (No show) 

“I Mean What I Say” (Woof-Woof) 

“Should I?” (Lord Byron of Broadway) 
“Song Of Vienna” (Duchesse of Chicago) 
“They All Fall In Love” (The Battle of Paris) 








“Hell, rain again.” 


=—Yale Record. 


The Female of the Species 


The Women’s Press Club of New 
York, through the pages of Lire, are 
giving the women of America a chance 
to prove they have a sense of humor. 
This contest, which started Nov. 1, 
will run for twelve weeks and $1,000 
in prizes will be offered by the Club 
for the cleverest humorous material, 
submitted during that time by a wom- 
an. The cleverest pieces will be printed 
in Lire and regular rates will be paid 
for them in addition to the prizes. 
The prizes will be as follows: First 
Prize — $500; Second Prize — $250; 
Third Prize—$100; and six Fourth 
Prizes of $25 each: 

All manuscripts must be typewritten 
and must be addressed to Beatrice B. 
Beecher, Women’s Press Club Editor, 
Lire, 598 Madison Ave., New York 
City. To insure safe return of Manu- 
scripts enclose self-addressed stamped 
envelope. 

Material may be submitted in the 
form of humorous articles, essays, 
verse, paragraphs, or ideas for humor- 
ous pictures on any subject. Ideas 
accepted will be illustrated by Lire’s 
artists. Articles must not be longer 
than 250 words. 


Answers to Anagrins on page 4 


Damsel. 
Margin. 
Gneiss. 
Miracle. 
Indigent. 
Indigo. 
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Every traveller can solve the 
shoe packing problem with Tecs. 
These chic new jackets for shoes 
are champion globe trotters. You 
are as likely to see them in South 
Africa as on the Riviera. Or per- 
haps in a friend’s closet, for Tecs 
are good stay-at-homes, too. They 
protect the fine linen or dainty 
lingerie in your luggage. Equally 
useful for keeping dust from shoes 
parked at home. Tecs—in gift 
packages—are just the thing for 
remembrances, ideal for bridge 
prizes, perfect for bon voyage 
gifts. 


Tecs are carried by leading shoe 
dealers, luggage dealers, men’s 
wear stores, specialty shops, and 
department stores. If your dealer 
cannot supply you, order direct. 
Color Combinations: Beige and 
Orange; Blue, Gold and White; 
Green, Gold and White; Black 
and White“very smart!; Black 
and Orange. Sizes: A _ for 
women’s shoes, and B for 
men’s. Knit Goods Specialty 
Co., Dept. S-1, Chicopee 

Falls, Mass. 





An author reminds us that nobody 
loses anything by being polite. But 
there are a lot of peopie about who 
seem afraid to take the risk. 

—Passing Show. 


Abbott's Bitters, a stomachic, meets every require- 
ment of a tonic. Sample by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md 


“Gracious,” said the doctor, “how 
did you get these awful bruises on your 
shins? Are you a hockey player?” 

“Oh, no; I just led back my wife’s 
weak suit.” —Detroit News. 


Ina Pinch use ALLEN’S FOOT -EASE . 














The Ffamingo 


MIAMI BEACH 
Sunshine 7) layground 
Famed for its service, 
Cuisine and unsurpassed 
location. 


American Plan 


c.s. KROM 
MANAGERS 
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The employes in a soap factory are 
forbidden to smoke, we read. Tobacco 
manufacturers will probably retaliate 
by ordering their employes not to wash. 

—The Humorist. 


Teacuer (looking over Teddy's 
home work): 1 don’t see how it’s pos- 
sible for a single person to make so 
many mistakes. 

Teppy (proudly): It isn’t a single 
person, teacher. Father helped me.” 

—Brooklyn Eagle. 


A literary critic suggests that nowa- 
days books can sometimes be made to 
sell by their labels. And also by their 

—Passing Show. 








“Look, Papa, I got all D’s on my reports.” 
“Stop saying deez and doze or I'll take you 
out to the woodshed.” 





LITTLE GEM 


FINGER sparkle comes from 
diamonds — tooth sparkle, 
from Squibb’s Dental Cream. 
An engagement with Squibb’s 
is pleasant any time, but par- 
ticularly so after smoking. 

There’s never a chance for 
the first smoke to bite or the 
last one to growl, if you use 
Squibb’s. Because Squibb’s 
protects. Deep into all the 
crevices go little particles of 
Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia— 
soothing, perking up your 
taste all around. 

Squibb’s sweetens the 
breath ... puts an extra edge 
to your smoke appetite. 

Hitch up to Squibb’s Den- 
tal Cream today. Get the 
large tube at your druggist’s. 


Copyright 1930 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 


SQUIBB’S 
DENTAL 
CREAM 








Press 





‘Tell me Llewelyn, what is an Optimist?” 


‘‘An Optimist Llambert, is an insect who looks for the rainbow when they’re 


spraying him with Flit.” 


—Adct. 
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THE re OF THE SPECIES 
Being Contributions from the Ladies 


The Rubaiyat of a 
Chronic Golfer 


A Book of Golf rules, over which I 
how. 
A Bag of clubs, a Host of Balls, and 
Thou, 
Couldst Thou but caddy with in- 
telligence, 
Ah! Eighteen holes were Paradise 
enow! 


Some for a Bogie on the course—and 
some 
Sigh for the Golfer’s Par—they get 
quite glum; 
Ah! Take your ease, and let the low 
scores go, 
Nor heed your caddy if your shots 
be rum. 


The moving golf club strikes, and 
having struck 
Moves on; nor any lurid epithet 
Shall lure it back to remedy that put, 
Nor all your tears wash out the score 
you get. 


The Ball no question makes of ayes 
or noes, 
But sliced or hooked as strikes the 
Player goes; 
And he that tossed you far into the 


woods, 
He knows about it all—he knows— 
HE KNOWS! 
Yet ah! That Balls should vanish at 
a touch, 


That man’s quick-vented wrath 
should mount so much; 
The little Ball that through the branches 
sang, 
Ah! Whence and whither gone?— 
beyond our clutch. 


This much I know; whether my last 
Ball white 
A trophy win, or make me lose the 


fight, 
One glimpse of it within the sand-pit 
caught 
Better than in the water lost out- 
right. 


But much as Golf has made me want 
to kill, 
And robbed me of my sense of 
Humor—well, 
I wonder often what the caddies buy 
One-half so precious as the Balls they 
sell. 


Yon dawdling boy who caddies without 


brain, 

How oft hereafter wilt thou vex and 
pain; 

How often rise betimes to look for 
Balls 


Through this same Golf course— 
just to sell again. 


And when, like him, O Golfer, Thou 


shalt pass 
Among the Balls much battered on 
the grass, 
And in thy course so errant reach the 


spot 
Where I have played—press down 
the misplaced grass. 
—Blanche E. Lopez. 





Directions for Contributing to 
THE FEMALE Of THE SPECIES 
on Page 28 

















Improve Yourself! 


You Too May Devetop A Sense o; 
Humor! 


Read the Explanations of the Picture; 
in This Issue and Become the 
Life of the Party! 


Page 3. 

See the lady dressed in the funny clothes! 
Does the lady look ridiculous? Of course shy 
does! Why does the lady wear those funny 
clothes? Because Fashion decrees it so! And 
the lady calls herself emancipated! Is that 
not laughable! 


Page 4. 

Oh, see the busy business men having 
lunch! See the clock. The clock says 
thirty. They have been sitting there for three 
hours! And they say that lunch makes a 
bit of a break in the day’s work! A dir of 


of a break? Of all things! 


What is the big rough man on the trucl 
doing? Why, he is cursing out the poor 
man in the car! The poor little man in the car 
is struck dumb by the truck driver's elo- 
quence and doesn't know what to say so he 
yells “Ditto!” Not a very snappy comeback! 


Page 5. 

Look! The thief has broken into the haber 
dashery and is making off with stolen goods 
The policeman sees him and asks him wha 
he is doing and he tells him that he’s wo 
at strip poker! And the stupid officer 
lieves him! Write your alderman now! Stu- 
pidity in the Police Department must stop! 


What are these men doing? Why 
are falling out of an aeroplane! Another 
aviator ran into them and wrecked their plan 
and one of the silly aviators says “Didja 
his number?” 
them now! 


A lot of good that would d 


Page 6. 

Have you ever heard the Longine musica 
note on your radio? Of course you ha\ 
Well, haven’: you ever wondered how it was 
done? Of course you have! In this picture 
Artist Rea gives his idea of how it is d 


Page 7. 

What is the sheriff saying? He is telling 
the man inside that he will bust open th 
door with an axe and then adds “Where « 
you keep the axe?” Isn't that naive! As if 
he man would tell him! The silly sheriff! 


What is the motorist doing? Why his 
gine is overheated and the silly suburbanit 
thinks it is just like his furnace and mayb 
has a clinker! Why, everybody knows that 
an automobile engine doesn’t run on coal 
Well, nearly everybody. 


Page 8. 
See the bathing beauties! What are the bath 
ing beauties doing? They are causing 


crowd to gather and then they sell them au 
tomobiles! Is not that Salesmanship? Ot 
course it is! 


Page 10. 

Isn't that Sinbad the naughty dog! He 
knows perfectly well that Grandma doesn't 
want him up on the couch and yet the min 
ute she falls asleep up he goes! Naughty 
Sinbad! 


Page 11. 

See the funny colored man sailing through 
the air! He has been gazing so fondly at his 
fancy that he doesn’t realize the donkey has 
kicked him and thinks it is love! He'll find 
out different when he gets married, won’t he! 
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Isn't this a silly picture! Artist Reilly, the 
droll fellow thinks that science may make it 
possible to broadcast from Heaven and that 
the Angel Gabriel will give us a solo on his 
trumpet! Silly artist! 


Page 14. 
What are thoe men doing? The brutes, 
they are staring at a lady across the court who 


is so immodest she doesn’t pull down the 
shade when she disrobes and the man says 
that she is modest because she has been wear- 


ing many clothes! If that isn’t just like 


a man! 
My gracious, what are those people doing 


yn skis? They are taking a terrible tumble 
but don’t be mislead as that has nothing to do 
with the joke. The joke (we can’t keep from 
laughing) is that ski is pronounced “she” and 
the man says they must think of a good he 
and ski joke! Get the point? 

Pag 6-17. 

See all the poor people sitting in the park. 
Why are all the poor people sitting in the 
park? Because the poor people haven’t any 
jobs. The man in the foreground is reading 
in the paper that everything is all right! 


Isn't that a funny joke? 


Page 22. 

Would you just look at what Mr. and Mrs. 
Peebles are doing this week! Imagine taking 
1 bon voyage basket to a couple of tramps! 
\ren’t they droll? 


23. 
vat is the big lady doing? Why she is 
saying hello to the Countess and she is so big 
she can’t even see the Count who is standing 
there just as plain as day! Wouldn’t you die 
laug ling? 
Page 24. 
See the funny fat lady sitting in the room 
il! of funny things! She wouldn't have all 
those terrible looking things if she had a sense 
of humor now, would she? Of course not! 


ge 25. 
The man in front of the florist’s is none 
other than our own Grover Whalen, Police 
Commissioner. Well you know how dressy 
Grover is and he never goes without a gar- 
denia in his buttonhole and Good Heavens! 
1¢ florist has none left! 


Page 26. 

See the college boy. Why does he look so 
mb? Well, he really isn’t, but if he were 
educated in proportion to the salary his pro- 
sor gets (which is terribly small) he would 


be, wouldn’t he? Well, we should tell you! 
Page 27. 

Ooh! See the poor man in the wrecked 
car. But why is the man laughing so hard? 
He has an accident insurance policy and the 
motorist who just crashed into him is 
none other than the president of the company! 
It's a small world, isn’t it? 

Pave 28. 


Would yez look at the bricks falling on the 

in now! Sure and begorrah the man has 

h a hard head that he thinks it is raining! 

. he thinks the bricks are drops of rain! 
Vurra wurra! 


f 


ve 29. 
Oscar Schmalz, aged six (that really isn’t 

his name), told his daddy that he got D’s and 
it do you think Daddy thought? Why he 
hought Oscar said “Dese” and naturally he 
shocked at Oscar’s language. What 
roud father wouldn’t be! 


Page 31. 

Just look at the man and the lady. The man 
is teaching the lady to swim. It seems that 
the pipe burst and while they have been waiting 
tor the plumber (you know how long they 
take!) he has taught his wife how to swim! 













































EMBARRASSING MOMENTS 


When 
you are asked “Is this your boy?”... 


be nonchalant... LIGHT A MURAD. 
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PLumBER (arriving to mend burst pipe): How is it? 
Atways Cueerrut Hovusgenoiper: Not so bad. While we've been 
waiting for you, I’ve taught my wife to swim! | —London Opinion. 
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Winners of Lirr’s Cross Word 
Picture Puzzle No. 16 


HIEIREETIAIC 
AIR LAL 
DIE A\P 


Makin 


The trafic cop who 
had insomnias 
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1st Prize of $50.00 won by 
Holmes Montgomery, 
ror East Oak Street, 
Chicago, Ill. 
The first time so many muttonheads 
got by without getting a ticket. 


and Prize of $25.00 won by 
M. J. Gunner, 
1910 Kalorama Road, 
Washington, D. C. 
“Make it snappy. I can’t wait for 
you all night.” 


3rd Prize of $15.00 won by 
M. H. McGee, 
1124 East 35th Street, 
Tulsa, Okla. 
Traffic cop: What a jam there'd be 
if I happened to drop off to sleep. 


4th Prize of $10.00 won by 
Margaret L. Harvey, 
1309 Maple Avenue, 
Evanston, Ill. 
A wide-awake cop sees familiar faces. 





“‘ Here today— 


gone tomorrow’ 


THAT’S LIFE 
on the newsstands 
Why take a chance! Just sign the 


nice little dotted line, enclose your 
check, and let us do the rest! 











Life 


LIFES CROSS WORD PICTURE PUZZLE NO. 2) 


$100.00 In Prizes Every Week 
1st Prize $50.00, 2nd Prize $25.00, 3rd Prize $15.00, 4th Prize $10,009 


After you have solved the puzzle and got the correct title for the picture, the words 
which are in the puzzle, give your explanation of it in not more than 1§ words. 


of 


The prizes will be awarded for the cleverest explanations by those who have correctly 
solved the puzzle. In case of a tie the full amount of the prize will be awarded to each tying 
contestant. This contest closes, Lire Office, noon, Jan. 17. Winners will appear in the Feb, 5 


issue. 


Send all puzzles to Puzzle Editor, Lire, 598 Madison Ave., New York. 
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HORIZONTAL 
What to say if you've got enough. 
They say “the woman pays”—but not for 


, this. 


A squeeze play. 

Part of the verb to be. 

The kind of dress every girl wants. 
You must love to do this. 

A relative. 

Lord. (Abbr.) 

Pronoun. 

A French article. 

You can tell these by their teeth. 
Be this—and you won't go wrong. 
Use this if you want to take a dip. 
Zeus’ sweetie. 

Pronoun. 

A wet party in Europe. 
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You often see this hanging around the 
girls. 
VERTICAL 
This is always blowing around. 
A secret meeting. 
What certain vaudevillians are afflicted 
with. 
A get together. (Abbr.) 
Something on a school girl’s mind. 


Something good from Scotland. 


Boy’s nickname. 

Do this and you'll get action—maybe! 
To have been in possession of. 

A small plum-like fruit. 

You pay dearly for these. 

What movie stars like to have. (Plural) 
What movie stars have to have. 

Every single one. (Abbr.) 

Feminine pronoun. 


THe PENTON Press Co., CLEVELAND 











The 


pause that refreshes 


helps run 
the country 


’ 


_—. Where the biggest job 
on earth is done ...the Federal 


Reserve Board holds a meeting . . . the Sena- 
tor from Arkansas demands aroll call... the 
President vetoes a bill... the gentlemen of the 
press watch every move, and all the world 
listens.  * But through all the hurry, worry, 
rush and strain there are happy pauses, and 
ease.’ Washington tempers the pace with 
ice-cold Coca-Cola. At soda fountains up 
and down the broad avenues... in the Senate 
cloakrooms... in the vast Army and Navy 
buildings’ cafeterias .. . in the Walter Reed 
Hospital canteen . . . around thecorner from 
anywhere. ..Coca-Cola, with that tingling, 
delicious taste and its cool after-sense of 
refreshment, has made the pause that refreshes 


a national custom. 


THE BEST SERVED DRINK IN THE WORLD 


A pure drink of natural flavors served in its own thin, 
crystal-like glass. This glass insures the right propor- 
tions of Coca-Cola syrup and ice-cold carbonated water. 
The final touches are to add a little finely chipped ice 
and stir with a spoon until the sparkling bubbles bead 
at the brim. The Coca-Cola Company, Ar’»nta, Ga. 











Ht had to be good to get where it ts 
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